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heart went with her.   But the King and Rasakdsha
returned to their own apartments.

DAY 15.

THEN the King said to Rasakdsha : My friend, that
merchant was a liar; for no lips in the world could
match the beauty of those of my beloved. Alas! that
the sweetness of her smile should be the means of
conveying such bitterness to my soul, as she an-
swers your questions with unerring dexterity, and so
annihilates my hopes each day. And now but
seven days remain, and the thought of losing her
is like poison in the draught of nectar which I drink
daily from her beauty. Even the portrait is becom-
ing hateful to me, for it mocks- me with its scorns
and assuredly my life will be extinct before the
morning. So the King passed the night in a state
of wretchedness, gazing at the portrait And when
the sun rose, he rose also, and got somehow through
the day, by the help of Rasakdsha and the garden.
Then when the sun set, they went again to the hall
of audience. And there they saw the Princess, clad
in a copper-coloured robe, and a bodice of burnished
silver, and her crown and other ornaments, sitting
on her throne. And her eyes sparkled when she